CHAPTER VII.
THE TWELVE YEARS OF EXILE AND ONE YEAR OF
DISAPPEARANCE,
IT was a bloodless triumph- The Pandavas had been
humbled and their kingdom and their empire wrested
from them without a blow. " To-day begins the im-
perial rule of the son of Dhritarashtra," cried Kama, at
which the avaricious blind monarch was perhaps not a
little tickled. The poor victims of Duryodhana's fraud
left the city in the guise of anchorites followed by their
now illustrious queen and a few servants. Hundreds
went to see them off, blaming the sons of Dhritarashtra
for their cruel spoliation. Vidura asked Yudhishthira to
allow Kunti, the aged mother of the Pandavas, to remain
with him, and as she stayed behind she gave a touching
parting blessing toDraupadi. "Daughter," said she, "do
not grieve in the terrible trial in thy life, Thou knowest
well the duties of a wife and art gifted with a sweet
temper. It is not necessary for me to tell thee how to
behave towards thy husbands, for thy chastity has
adorned and purified both families. Fortunate indeed
are the Kurus whom thou hast 'not burned to ashes by
thy enraged sight, Go without hesitation. A good
woman never loses her temper in the hour of difficulty
and thou wilt soon be blessed arid happy." Draupadl
with tears flowing from her eyes and with a single